'BEAUTIFUL   LIE   THE   DEAD'

asks him 'to call on Mr. Stephen Phillips, the poet,
who is ill at 93, Tamworth Road, Croydon. I am sorry
to say (he goes on) that his finances are not very bright
just now. I do not want to incur unlimited expense,
but I do not want his condition to be neglected for the
sake of a little bill. Please let me know whether you
think he ought to see an ear specialist and tell me what
you think of his state. You understand that I make
myself responsible for a moderate bill/

'He (Phillips) could', says Mr. Osbert Burdett,
* bombast out a blank verse with anyone, but his best
differs only in degree from his general tumidity. Prob-
ably Paolo and Francesca would best endure the test of
revival; and though anyone who wrote a new Marpessa
or Christ in Hades would reap a large reward, the kind
requires the excitement of a new author to impose on
the public. Its fate is to gain the immediate and passing
success at which each individual line aims. This mode en-
deavours to silence our judgment by a magnificent sweep,
and, in truth, it passes over our ears like a wave whose
impulse is exhausted in the effort, leaving no impression,
when once it has surged by.' That is excellently said.
Mr. Burdett was thinking of such grandiose phrases as,

'The red-gold cataract of her streaming hair
Is tumbled o'er the boundaries of the world0

lines which Beerbohm Tree would have mouthed out
with such exuberant unction. But what of this beauti-
ful thing, a late product, written when the hey-dey was
over and the applause had died down?

'Beautiful lie the dead;

Clear comes each feature;
Satisfied not to be,
Strangely contented.
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